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One 


He woke up to the sounds of screaming. 

The bed was shaking, then a hand clasped around his blanket and yanked it away, another one clenching tight 
into a fist around his shirt. 

"Izzy!" 

A pair of green, shocked eyes was staring at him, his hands still shaking Izzy's body, almost ripping the shirt 
off. 

Izzy got up and threw his arms around him, stroking the red hair slowly, rocking him back and front. 


"IFs okay. Its okay, now. Shh..." 


He started crying, his shoulders shaking with each tear shed, and hid himself in Izzy's arms, still tugging at the 
shirt. 


Izzy kissed his forehead and took his head in his hands, touching Axl's nose with his own. 


"What was it?" 


Axl closed his eyes and inhaled deeply, then, cleaning the black eye shadow underneath his eyes, responded 
quietly between gasps for air. 


"You didn't save me." 


lzzy smiled. 


"But | did. They're not getting anywhere near you ever again 

"So you'll just let me stay at your place forever?" 

The words were heavy in Izzy's mind, although he knew Axl was joking. He was never the kind of guy to 
commit to anything, and unfortunately he knew way to well that even if he wanted to stay, he is going to leave 


Axl alone at one point, probably sudden and without warning, and break him -forever-. 


"lIl let you stay awhile. We're going to get jobs -real ones- and we'll make this place look like a normal, healthy 


home." 

Axl raised his eyes with suspicion and frowned, looking for a sign in Izzy's eyes. 

"You are lying.” 

"Why would | lie?" Izzy laughed, stroking a sweaty streak of hair away from Axl's cheek. 


"You just met me last night. No matter how lonely you are, nobody becomes such best friends with a 


stranger." 

"Are you complaining about this?" 

Izzy's voice was suddenly cold, and he let Axl out of his arms, lying down on the bed, his back into the pillows. 
"Why did you do it?" The redhead asked. 

Izzy shrugged. 

"| know how tough life can be." 

He threw his arms under his head to support it and looked into Axl's eyes with sympathy. 

"When | saw you on the streets last night, just before you got attacked, a lot of memories came to mind. We 
are more alike than you might think” 


"What were you selling?” 


"What's with all the questions? You didn't seem to care yesterday,” 


"Yesterday | was going to leave with some stranger anyway; a friendly drug dealer or a sick pervert - what's 


the difference anyway?" 

"The difference - is that | don't want anything from you. 
"That also means no money." 

"How old are you, anyway?" 

"Old enough: 


Axl moved closer and sat down in front of him, one finger stroking lightly on the edge of Izzy's jeans, tracing 


up from his knees and going dangerously close to his crotch. 

A strong hand grabbed Axl's and he looked up to Izzy's eyes in shock 

"| already said no. 

"Then answer my question’ 

"Heroine", came Izzy's short answer. He let go of Ax's hand. "Now i's your turn" 
"Nineteen" 

"You're lying” 

"Why would | lie?" 


"Well God knows what's in your little mind, anyway." 


Axl smirked and got closer. 


The same brave hand adventured over Izzy's body, stroking his chest and down to his stomach, teasing his 


senses all over again. 

"| give great head, y'know." 

‘lm sure you do." 

He grabbed at the already obvious bulge in Izzy's jeans and squeezed, his lips forming into a large grin 


Izzy let his head fall back and moaned, this time not even trying to hide his desires. 


Axl's hand began to brush up, and then started unzipping Izzy's pair of jeans. 

"Sixteen" 

"F-fuck", Izzy moaned and open his eyes amazed, pushing Axl's hand away once more. 

"Why won't you let me do this?" 

Axl moved to the side of the bed and threw his arms around his chest trying to pull off a sad puppy face. 
"Because you don't have to do this anymore, | want a roommate, not a whore." 

"Who said | didn't like it?" 


Axl scooted over again, slowly, with feline-like moves, then straddled Izzy, trapping his legs underneath him, his 


green gaze glowing in the dim light of the room as he let his eyes wander all over Izzy's body. 
"You can have them both." 
Izzy felt his warm, wet lips pushing his own and closed his eyes. 


Axl started moving against his body, his hands clenched at the back of Izzy's head, fingers tangled in his dark 
hair, pulling lightly. 


He was amazed of how good of a kisser Axl was. Even if he was older, he felt way inexperienced at this 


moment, Izzy being a very cute, but clumsy kind of lover. 


As he felt Axl's tongue parting his lips apart, Izzy found the perfect opportunity to try and say his last words 
of protest. 


"This... uhmm... Isn't this a little fucked?.." 
Axl pulled away. 
"We're all fucked", he said "Now shut up and let me show you something.” 


The look in Axis eyes, his thin body and long hair, contrasting with those words said roughly in a low voice 


were enough to convince Izzy. 
He was nervous; but he tried to relax as he watched Axl's unzipping his jeans. 


"Oh, and you said you didn't wanted to." 


Izzy rolled his eyes. 
"Seriously?" Axl laughed. "I didn't even do anything and you were already getting it up for me, weren't you?" 
"Uh... No comments, please." 


"Right." The redhead laughed again. 


He then wrapped his fingers along Izzy's throbbing cock and started to pump it slowly, sliding his finger over 


the slit as Izzy closed his eyes and moaned in pleasure. 

Axl grinned and slowed down, knowing he was teasing him way too much. 

"God." Izzy sighed. "Just do it. 

"Do what?" 

Axl removed his hand and Izzy opened his eyes disappointed 

The redhead got out of bed 

Umm... What are you doing. 

He turned around dramatically and yelled: 

"Oh, Izzy! | want a roommate, not a whore! Can't you understand that by the size of my gigantic hard-on?!" 


lzzy raised an eyebrow. 


"God, you're weird." 
"So are you." 


He straddled Izzy again, kissing him roughly, his tongue exploring every inch of his mouth, then grinded against 


him, eventually starting to pump at his cock again 


Izzy bucked his hips in Axl's hand and moaned in his mouth, trembling when the other man bit his lower lip, 
pulling it down with his teeth before moving his head down. 


The dark-haired guitarist felt Axl's tongue flicking at the head of his cock, then his mouth tightening around it. 


Axl took it all from the first move, sending shivers through Izzy's body as he closed his eyes and hissed, 
grabbing at the red hair. 


And just as he said, he did give good head. 


He started to move faster, faster, Izzy going crazy, his breath speeding up, then relaxing again when he 


started to move slower... slower.. agonizingly slower, then back to lick the head. 


Izzy moaned loudly and grabbed at Axl's hair, pulling his head down, trying to make him go faster as he almost 


reached his climax. 

‘Not so fast" Axl said, pointing at his bag tossed across the floor. "See what you can find there." 
Izzy lazily got up and opened the bag as Axl lowered himself on the pillows. 

The guitarist went through a bunch of items, his eyes finally setting on one in particular. 
"Lube?" He said, confused. "Why would we need this?" He said, sitting on the bed next to Axl. 

The redhead moved closer, then removed his t-shirt, throwing it somewhere on the dirty floor. 
"Because, Iz... | want you to fuck me. Right now." 


He clenched his fingers in lzzy;s hair and pulled his head back, kissing him again with the same lust that made 
Izzy wonder if he always does it like this or is it something special. 


"I've never done this.” 


Axl laughed. 


‘Of course you did. It won't be anything new to you. As | said, relax and let me take care of you." 
"I'm going to hurt you." 


"No, you're not. I'm usually not so relaxed about this, but you're not going to hurt me. You're sweet. C'mon, 


you'll see how much you'll like it! 

He put his hands on Izzy's chest, pushing him down on the bed 
But something changed 

All the careful words, everything Axl did was driving Izzy crazy. 
Let me show you this, let me show you that: 


Oh, no. This time, Izzy had something to show Axl. 


He grabbed the smaller man's shoulders and straddled him instead, grinning as he saw Axl's shocked look and 
green eyes glittering with lust. 


He popped the button of Axl's jeans and pulled them down, removing all of his clothes with the same fast 
movements, then wrapped his hands in the dirty strains of red hair, kissing the younger man wildly, his tongue 


reaching the end of Axl's throat. 


Axl moaned and trying to free himself, just a little bit so he could breathe regularly, but Izzy's weight was 


way too much and he was stronger anyway, so it would be a lost battle. 
In that moment, the little whore realized.. never to mess with heroin dealers. 


Izzy slid a finger in Axis ass, moving it fast, sending red-hot chills through Axl's body, then added two more 


fingers and watched as the redhead's face twirled into a painful expression. 


"You shouldn't have teased me so much" Izzy said, rubbing his fingers inside Axl as he breathed irregularly at 


his neck. 


"Slow down, for fucks's sake! Why do you think | brought the lube for?" 


Axl whined, scratching Izzy's shoulders with his nails. 


But apparently Izzy wasn't even hearing him; he felt the fingers go away and replaced almost instantly with 
Izzy's cock, so sudden it felt like he was tearing him apart. 


Axl yelled and tears started to crawl down his cheeks, but Izzy was completely detached. 

He started to thrust in fast, slamming against Axl's ass, with each thrust hitting that most intimate spot in 
Axls body as the pleasure took over the pain. 

Axl bit at Izzy's shoulder and wrapped his legs around his waist, his own hand stroking at his cock furiously. 
"You'll never do this again, you hear me?" 

Izzy whispered hoarsely in Axl's ear, sweat rolling down his forehead. 


"Stop, Iz..." 


"You want to be a whore? You want to feel like a whore? This is how a whore feels like. Those guys that 
scared you last night, they're nothing." 


He slammed into Axl again, digging his nails in his little pale waist, holding him down under his weight. 
"Don't fuck with me, Axl. | know how this feels like." 
He bucked his hips again, thrusting harder as Axl yelled and punched at Izzy's shoulders to push him away. 


He grabbed Axl's jaw to hold his eyes in line with his own. His vision was blurred, memories rolled down in his 


mind as he clenched his fingers in Axl's flawless skin 


He saw the younger man's frightened expression, the tears running down his face and the blood running down 


his chin and stopped. 

He stopped and looked at what he was doing. 

He wrapped his arms around Axl and moved slower, kissing him lightly, licking away all the blood and tears. 
It was more than sex, it was a warm, comfortable hug, and Axl felt safe. 

Izzy was trying to say sorry. 

He licked at Axl's neck, moving deeper into him, both moaning and breathing faster. 

"lm so sorry! 

Izzy wrapped his hand around Axl's cock, stroking in rhythm to his own thrusts. 

"| love you." 


They both came at the same time, Izzy inspecting Axl's look for a sign of anger, but all he saw was peace and 


sheer pleasure. 

They kissed and Axl whispered: 

"That was all | needed to know." 

They rolled down on the bed, Izzy covering them both with the blanket. 


"Sorry | didn't know how to tell you that.." Axl whispered and laid his head down on Izzy's chest, listening to the 
beats of his heart. 


